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“THROUGH A PROLON^D, SUSTAINED DERANGEMENT OF THE SENSES WE MAY ATTAIN 
THE INFINITE” - JIM M()fIRISQN 




I stood across the street from the venue, drinking a beer and looking at the young punk rockers we would 
be playing for. Fuckin' wimps with peace symbols on their black leather jackets, shaking hands and 
sometimes hugging each other. There was this rancid, insidious attitude in the punk scene that punk was all 
about peace, unity and understanding each other; mere blanket concepts designed to defend conformist, 
sheepish behavior. It came from all these hippy “peace punk” bands out of England and all these sober 
minded “straight edge” bands from Washington D.C. Fuck this positive, politically correct bullshit. I was 
here to remind these kids of what punk was really about: anger, hatred, divisiveness, chaos, violence and 
beer. While singing on stage I would punch members of the audience, urinate off the stage, break beer 
bottles over my head, whatever it took to remind everyone that the enemy was within. Every time we tell 
someone at a show that they've maybe had enough to drink; every time we allow ourselves to be oftended 
by someone’s odor, were are merely succumbing to the fascism that prevails in the outside world. With my 
band I would yell, kick and scream and tell everyone that are no laws or boundaries, except that barrier at 
the very edges of the universe that tells us we cannot maintain consciousness if we have another drink. 

The year was 1985, 1 was Mel Licious, 30 year old singer for the punk band Tasteless. 1 formed the band in 
1976, inspired by the theatrics of an Alice Cooper concert I had attended. A year later came the Sex Pistols, 
Ramones and the Dead Boys, so we roughed up our sound a bit to accommodate to these new influences. I 
was really inspired by early punk rock concerts and I wanted to soak up all that callous anger and embody it 
when I hit the stage. The first time I punched an audience member was in 1979, when some fucko kept 
spitting on me and I let him have it. That kind of thing was unheard of in Ohio. I got a lot of press the first 
time I did it, so I kept doing it even when unprovoked. Around 1980, 1 took on the pseudonym and stepped 
up my stage antics. I gathered a following, I saw my name in print in all the punk magazines. I was getting 
laid Plus, 1 earned enough cash from touring that l didn't have to work no more. Life was good. Then all of 
a sudden the “hardcore” segment of the punk scene took over, with all it’s staid leftism. It was damn hard to 
have fun at punk shows after that, even when I was performing. I got even angrier. I wanted my punk scene 
back, and I was gonna tear at the walls of complacency until it came back to me. I glimpsed something 
beautiful in an onstage beheading once, and I wasn’t going to let go until that vision saturated the world. 

The lineup was pretty much the same from the onset. There was guitarist Kenny Play, with his pompadour 
and his slick rockabilly leads. He wrote most of the songs; he was brilliant. He didn’t have the same attitudes 
l did, he just loved music and wanted to be in a band to emulate Gene Vincent and make some great art. On 
bass was Johnny Moron, the sharpest dresser on the face of the earth. I think the reason he was in a band 
was to look real suave on stage and make bed room eyes at all the girls. On drums was Dee Capitation. 

Love that kid like a brother, great guy. Fie beat the drums for the same reason I beat up the audience: To 
release aggression, to impact his own rhythms upon an unwelcoming world. And evil we were, he and I. As 
long as I had him backing me, I knew I’d never lose. 

In 1985 we were touring with GHB, a popular British band, good draw, good guarantees. I spent most my 
share on booze. 1 only ate once a day, maybe a candy bar or something. Dee stepped out of the venue and 
waved to me, as I stood across the street, drinking a beer. 

“Dee brutha, what's happening?” I yelled. 

“We go on in fuckin’ 30 minutes,” he answered. 

Time to hit the hard stuff. I went into the adjacent package store and bought a bottle of Vodka. As I drank 
the bitter liquid, my euphoria increased, suffusing my mind in its cool embrace I focused my bleary attention 
on the gaggle of punk boys goofing off in front of the venue. Silly little idiots, mere sexy targets for my 
libidinous wrath. I saw a hot, bleached blonde chick walking out of the club, smoking a cigarette. I had to go 
talk to her, had to feel her up, had to ram her with my angry cock. 

I walked up, put my arm around her and slurred, “Hey baby, why doncha come bagstage and sug it?” 

“Oh my God!” she enthused, “You’re Mel Licious! Can I have your autograph?” 


Johnny came out and said, “Mel it’s time to go on!” 

Gee, those 30 minutes went by fast. I rushed to the stage and waiting audience like a child to Christmas tree 
on Dec. 25. The band was fucking around with their instruments. I immediately whipped out my dick and 
took a big piss all over the front row. The healthy, alcohol drenched fluid cascaded like a punk baptism, 
soaking the pretty punk girls and boys who were yelling in terror. 

“Fuck off! Stop it!” they protested. 

The audience began throwing heavy objects at me. The hate fest was beginning. The band tore into it’s first 
song. I punched some kid and then began screaming my lyrics: 

“My odor will make you nauseous/ I’m gonna act loud and obnoxious.” 

After that I must have blacked out, because I don’t remember the rest of the show. I blacked out a lot on 
stage. It was a welcome ritual, I always felt it enhanced the performance. When I came to I was in the bus, 
drifting away from another live conquest along the smooth highway night. 

“Fuckin’ musta been a good show, I don’t remember a thing,” I tell Dee, patting him on the back. 

“Fuck yeah. . .1 hated those kids. . . wish I’d pissed on ‘em,” he replied, maintaining his intense, introverted 
stare- what a guy. 

“I think we could’ve played tighter,” mused Kenny, “Mel, I thought your phrasing was a bit loose. I think 
we butchered that Little Richard cover.” 

“’Rip It Up’ sounds better fucked up. ‘Loud and Obnoxious’ was killer!” I countered. 

“I really need to get this suit dry cleaned, or buy a new one. Let’s be on the lookout for thrift stores,” 
requested Johnny, “Fine girls at that show.” 

We stopped at a diner. I was still pretty buzzed. My wasted, obnoxious demeanor cast an even web of fear 
over the locals dining at the establishment. 

“Whaddayougottado to get some fuckin’ food at this shithole?” I hollered, “Nice ass on that waitress, I 
gotta get a piece of that!” 

As the diners grew cautious, Johnny, head hunched over, muttered to me, “Mel, I think there’s a bottle of 
vodka left in the bus, under the seats. We’ll bring you out a cheeseburger or something.” 

I knew he only said that so I’d go away not embarrass him, but, fuck it, if there was a bottle of vodka on the 
bus. It’s one tiling to be obnoxious on stage where people often pay to see it, but my band wasn’t 
uninhibited enough to put up with me at diners and such. Fuck ‘em, someday I would be so wild and free 
that I would punch and piss on people wherever I went. Maybe that would mean I wouldn’t have a band. It 
would pretty crazy to be doing my shtick on stage without any backing musicians. Naw, fuck that. I love 
music too much. 1 decided to resign my sobriety rather than return to the diner and piss on the floor. 

I found the vodka and began swilling it. The smooth buzz drained away any remnants of my impending 
hangover. Great. I soon lapsed out of consciousness. 

Next thing I knew, I awoke to a fluid thrusting of my pelvis, penetrating a surface and evoking phallic bliss. 
My vision cleared up and I saw a woman underneath me. Not a bad way to come to. It seemed to be day 
light out, late afternoon. My hardness drifted into a female oblivion of smooth, tight flesh. The vaginal walls 


maintained their grip, beckoning an orgasmic release of my sickly liquid cum. I came and collapsed on top of 
her, laughing boyishly. 

'THAT didn’t take long!” she protested, and shambled off the bus, dressing herself hastily. 

I pulled up my pants and joined the band, who were waiting outside. 

"Who was that?” I asked in reference to my fleeting partner. 

“A fan, she wanted to meet you.” Kenny replied vacantly. 

He was more concerned to getting those Gene Vincent licks down on stage. We were outside another 
venue, possibly in Detroit. I didn’t care. 

"How long ‘til we go on?” I asked. 

"About two hours,” Johnny remarked casually, sipping his Heinekin, "The first opening band just went on.” 

"Holy shit! I gotta get juiced!” I said, “Any packies around here?” 

"Don’t bother,” Dee said reassuringly, "You still got half a bottle in the bus!” 

"Thanks, brother!” 1 replied with a pat on his back and dashed back onto the bus. 

I immediately began hammering my way toward oblivion. With every swill, I was pounding away at the 
peace punk' straight edge foundation that was stymieing the punk scene. It seemed like my whole life was a 
series of illegal/sexual/antisocial activities punctuated by the frequent alcohol blackout. Maybe the life l had 
created for myself was so intense that I had to constantly anaesthetize myself in order to endure. Maybe I 
took my mission too seriously, and, in that, took nothing seriously at all. Maybe I didn’t fucking care. 
Because Dee, with all his sullen, introverted quietude, was behind every thing I did. Hail hail rock ‘n’ roll. 


I awoke early in the afternoon on the bus. This time, not from a blackout but from a deep slumber. I didn t 
remember the Detroit show last night which meant it must have been good. I immediately lit up a joint I had 
in my back pack. I inhaled heavily and rapidly as the textural sensations drifted pleasantly through my mind. 
After the joint, I dug into a six pack of beer 1 had stashed under the seat. I usually liked to fuckin pound and 
get really wasted but, when I was stoned, I drank slower. The tendency was to nurture the buzz gradually, 
like a child growing within the flowery embraces of its mother’s love. 

We arrived at the venue we were to play at shortly afterward. 

“I’m gonna talk to the owner about where to load in,” informed Kenny as he hopped oft the bus 
“Be on the lookout for a packy, I’m out of vodka!” I hollered after him. 

After a brief wait, Kenny came back on the bus, cussing and spitting proficiently. 

“Whatsamatter, Ken?” I asked. 

“Fuckin’ show’s been cancelled. Club’s closed down. We drove two hundred miles out of our way to get 
here!” 

“Dude call our agent and say ‘what the flick’” I advised him. 

“Yeah, that cocksucker had better have a good explanation!” and he hopped back off the bus. 

Kenny got on a pay phone right outside the bus. We could hear him yelling. And then his mood seemed to 
lighten. 

By the end of the conversation he was exuding phrases like, “Man, that’s so great!” and ‘You ve made me 
so happy!” 

“What’s up Kenny?” asked Johnny. 

“You won’t believe this. He says not to worry about tonight’s show because ‘Focus Tonight’ is doing a 
segment on punk rock and they wanna film the L A. show tomorrow night! He gave them the go ahead and 
they’re gonna be there!” 

A wave of exuberance washed over me, lifting me from the seat. 


“Fuckin’ national television! No one's gonna be able to ignore Tasteless now!” 1 enthused. 


“We gotta get our licks tight” said Kenny. 

“I’m gonna get ALL dressed up!” added Johnny. 

“We’re gonna scare the shit out of those prime time motherfuckers,” muttered Dee. 

“Yeah I know what you mean!” I said, “Were gonna throw shit at everyone of those motherfuckers sitting 
in front of their television! We’re gonna shatter their world, and rape their daughters!” I yelled. 

“Yeah right, Mel” said Johnny, hiding a mood of discomfort. 

To celebrate we went to a nearby bar that night. It was a nice bar, lit up with that neon sheen. We drank in 
the dim light as I noticed a gaggle of skinheads adorned in flighter jackets with Iron Cross patches and 
swastika armbands. That meant they were nazis. I had mixed feelings about nazi skinheads. They re cool 


because they're anti-social, violent and politically incorrect. But they suck because they stick together like 
sheep and have no fuckin’ individuality. Fuck it, I hate these assholes as much as I hate anyone else. After 
the Rum and Cokes kicked in, I decided to walk up and fuck with these dudes. 

“Hey,” I said approaching their apparent leader, “What kind of shaving cream do use on your scalp?” 

“Oi mate, yer Mel Licious!” he said, seemingly forgiving my wise crack, “Bleedin’ love Tasteless. Great 
shit!” 

“You don’t like black people do you?” I deadpanned. 

“No, what’s it to ya?” 

“Weil that really offends me because I have a deep love for Louisiana black snake.” 

“What are you talking about?” 

He seemed perturbed. 

“You see, as a pre-show ritual I take black men backstage and SUCK fc EM OFF! I LIKE TO SUCK BIG 
BLACK DICK!” I said, loud enough for the whole bar room to hear. 

He stared at me intensely. A solid, crystalline bond of hate solidified between us. An angry silence about to 
be broken. Then he took his half empty beer mug and smashed it in my face. I could feel the glass shattering 
against me in a web of incendiary impact. The exhilarating rush of gorgeous, red blood cascaded beautifully 
down my face. Just then, I grabbed his pathetic body and hurled it violently against a distant bar table. Like 
sheep, his bald buddies began thrashing me with their boots and their fists. Reluctantly, the rest of my band 
jumped in and began helping me fight. We were all getting bloody; this skinhead gang was tough. Soon 
enough, the bar owner escorted us out of the bar, leaving the victorious skinheads aglow in their triumphant 
glee. 

“Mel, we just got our ASSES kicked!” yelled Kenny, “I think my strumming hand is sprained!” 

“Hee hee. I love fuckin’ with those douchebags,” I giggled, “Fuckin’ Kojak motherfuckers! Now we’re 
gonna have plenty of bruises and scars for our T. V. broadcast tomorrow.” 

“That’s why ya did that, didn’t you, Mel?” wimpered Johnny. 

“You know it, bitch” 

Johnny was on the verge of tears. The blood from his forehead had drained onto his favorite blazer. We got 
back to the bus. As the others went to sleep, I snorted a hit of cocaine that I had stashed. I let it dart to my 
senses, alighting them in quivering exuberance. I stared out the window at the stars above, glittering wisely 
over the circumference of a million horizons. As far as I could see, there were buildings with T. V. sets in 
them, awaiting the rude impact of a Tasteless performance. 1 was excited. Tomorrow was going to be a big 
day. I also drank some beers. 


I’d had a little too much cocaine last night, went on a bit of a binge actually, and couldn’t sleep. The many 
beers I’d drank provided a good cushion to crash upon. I opened another bottle of vodka as the pink sunrise 
eked through every crevice of a nocturnal stupor. Johnny began driving us away. I stared at Dee, with that 
obsequious wonder known only in the throws of sleep deprivation and euphoria. His intense stare cut a 
swath through every superficial reality in his way. His crude tattoos, livid against the pallor of his skin, 
signaled the vengeful intentions of his soul. Black hair, black clothes, black heart against the pale of his skin 
formed an astute contrast. No gray areas, no tucking around. What was I but a lethal chemical for which his 
rhythms were a powerful catalyst? In less than a week, this unholy process would play itself out in living 
rooms across the country. How honored I felt to be sharing a stage with Dee Capitation. 

“What are you looking at me for?” asked Dee sullenly. 

“You look cool. Dee,” I gently purred. 

He smiled, his mood seemed to lighten. And mine? Couldn’t be more stellar. The vodka struck and 1 fell 
blissfully to sleep. A few hours later, Johnny woke me. 

“Mel, we’re here! Wake up, the T.V. people want to interview you!” 

His impeccable hair and clothes were augmented by a liberal application of red lipstick. I was still wasted off 
this morning’s vodka. I changed into a scant jock strap and gaudy cowboy boots. My fat beer gut protruded 
obnoxiously. I emerged from the bus half naked and swilling my half empty vodka bottle. Johnny and I 
joined Dee and Kenny, who were standing by a television crew. I was so psyched! Ken’s pompadour was 
about six inches tall. Dee was wearing a T-shirt that read “Network Television Still Sucks!” 

“Mel Licious, I believe?” asked the woman reporter, “We’d like to ask you a few questions before we film 
tonight’s performance.” 

“Sure!” I answered excitedly. 

The camera started filming and she said, “Mr. Licious, what do you think the phenomenon known as ‘punk 
rock’ means to the youth of America?” 

“It doesn’t mean shit to them,” I spouted, vodka stench hemorrhaging from my breath, “Except an excuse 
to conform, hang out and be ‘cool.’ This attitude is only fortified by the cowardly ideals of punk musicians 
and fanzine editors, who are destroying the anti-social punk attitude they pretend to endorse. Fuck peace 
and fuck being sober. Tonight when you see Tasteless, you will all be reminded of what punk rock is really 
all about. Tasteless are a smelly pervert, jerking off in the face of the prudish virgin called scene politics.” 

“The comments of this punk singer prove that polarity has reared its ubiquitous head in today’s punk rock 
scene” the lady said turning to face the camera, and then the film cut “We’ll have to edit some of that, but 
thank you, Mel.” 

I extended my hand for her to shake. She grasped it reticently. 

“I just jerked off with that hand, baby!” I hollered. 

She stormed away disgusted. 

For the hour or two we had to wait to go on, I downed most of the vodka myself staring at the obscure 
graffiti littering the backstage wall. I focused my bleary attention on every insignificant scribble adorning the 
wall that combined to form a faceless mass. 

‘I’m lookin’ at ya through a T.V. screen,’ I thought, Tm a fucking pop culture icon.’ 


The time came. No words could describe the thrill I felt walking onto that stage. 


“I hear this fuckin’ shit is going to be fuckin’ broadcast on fuckin’ television!” I yelled into the microphone, 
“So you shit bags better not fuckin’ let us down! Let’s see some fuckin' FIGHTS motherfuckers! Dee 
Capitation on drums!” 

With that a few pairs of boys began fighting in the audience. The band began a sloppy rendition of one of 
our earlier songs. I punched some kid bloody, tore off a girl’s blouse, broke a beer bottle over my head, took 
a nauseatingly full swig of vodka and began singing. 

“I’m a very dangerous boy/ I’ve got a mind it’s my favorite toy/ It thinks up things I’d like to destroy.” 

The cameras followed my every move, glancing occasionally to get shots of the crowd slam dancing and 
fighting. I could envision a future of huge crowds and cameras submitting themselves to my every 
malevolent whim. Tasteless were gonna get so much out of this that I’d never have to deal with another 
instant of reality for the rest of my life. I could just smell the money, along with its subsequent bundles of 
alcohol and drugs, rolling in. I took a final swig of vodka. It was all gone and I hadn t blacked out. My 
tolerance must be getting high. 

“Somebody give me some fiiggin’ booze!” I screamed between lyrics. 

With that, a large bottle of rum came flying out of the audience. Without missing a beat, I caught it and 
began swilling hard. My speech started to slur. I was dwindling off the edge of an alcoholic abyss. If I hadn t 
blacked out now, I was going to soon. What a great time! 

When I came to I was, you guessed it, on the bus. We were pulling up to a diner somewhere. 

“How’d the show go? I don’t remember a lot of it.” I queried. 

“Somehow that doesn’t surprise me,” chuckled Johnny. 

“It was fucking great! We were ON, man!” Kenny enthused. 

“It ended in a riot, man!” added Dee, his eyes glazed in a world of wonder, “I even got to punch some kid 
myself!” 

I took another drag off my smoke, shook my head and commented, “We’re fuckin’ stars now, man.” 

We entered the diner and were seated. 

“Suck my asshole ‘cause I’m gonna be on T.V. soon!” I yelled to the patrons sitting around us. 

Then Johnny, in a rare moment, gave me a hearty handshake and exclaimed, “Fuck yeah! 

The waitress had a nice rack and some good cleavage. She came by and I ordered a steak and tries. I 
relished it well. It was a good night. 


We had two days off to fuck off in California. There was a gig in Phoenix in a few days, but we had to call 
our agent and get directions first. The first day I woke up around 2 PM on the bus stricken with alcohol 
cravings and the shakes. I had 6 bucks left in my pocket (steak ain’t cheap), not enough to get really fucked 
up. I was plagued with the dreadful thought that, without the money that comes from being in a popular 
punk band on tour. I’d be living like a junky. Straight up jacking people for booze money. The West coast 
sun bleached the landscape a horrible khaki hue while I could feel the passers by mocking me in their smug 
routine. I could sense something horrible, horrible in the way Dee and I are not, stalking me with every 
quiver of need radiating from my pale, bloated flesh. I desperately scanned the passing scenery in search of a 
packy. We were headed to a motel somewhere to chill. I needed to party. 

“Packy, man! Pull over, I’m jonesin’!” I exclaimed as I spotted Mullhaney’s Liquor Store looming in the 
foreground. 

I hastily rushed in and plunged down the cash for a $5.99 bottle of vodka. I was so relieved when I got back 
on the bus and cracked it open. I quickly swilled it as I noticed a mild buzz leveling me off and allowing me 
to relax. Not the kind of obliteration I usually go for, but not bad for first thing in the afternoon. 

“Johnny, I’ll sell you my boots for 20 dollars,” I said. 

“Done,” Johnny replied, digging his pocket and slapping the money into my hand, “Great show last night.” 

I handed him the boots and articulated the need to stop at another packy so we could all buy party 
refreshments for the motel room 

“I’m just gonna take a nap when I get there,” Kenny said. 

“Dude, fuck that. You can sleep all day tomorrow. Don’t be a pussy, party with us!” 

“I’ll party then sleep.” 

Nearing the motel, we visited another packy where the Kenny and John bought their little stashes of 
Heinekin. Dee bought some Courvosieur, he has good taste. I excitedly bought a big bottle of vodka, round 
and brimming with promise. We got to the motel, signed in and retired to our room to drink. The other two 
were sipping their beer and acting progressively foolish while I sat next to my man Dee and got royally 
fucked up. 

As the euphoria soothed my mind in its enveloping cloud of bliss I thought to myself, 'No need to worry. 

I’ll be a star soon then I can feel like this all the time.’ 

I dug two joints out of my pocket and asked the others if they wanted to smoke with me. Ken and Johnny 
said no because they didn’t want to kill their beer buzz. Pussies. 

Dee sullenly muttered, “Yeah, give me a few hits of those bad boys, obviously craving the same mental 
devastation I did. 


The television noise echoed through the ether as the marijuana high infiltrated my wasted mind. I was now 
at total obliteration, the polar opposite of straight edge. It felt great. I wanted to say something. 

“Hey Kenny, why don’t ya go gall that agint about ch where the negst show iz, I felt oozing from my 
mouth 


He left. I forgot who he was. I was totally captivated by watching Green Acres. It was just the shit man. 
After a drugged out, drunken eternity he came back looking all serious. 


“Didja git thuh diregshuns?” I felt obligated to say. 

“Yep. They’re right here. And there’s a warrant out for your arrest due to FCC screening of the footage. 
They’ve notified the authorities in Arizona and they’re gonna be at the next show,” he said with a shade of 
patronizing anger, “We’re gonna have to cancel the rest of the tour man.” 

“No we wond git arrested,” I stated in a flurry of dilemma solving creativity, “Wull jist go onstage in 
costumes so they wond recignice uz, then wull announce that the show avter thit is at a different venue. 
That’ll be thuh list show of the tour thin wee kin all go home.” 

“Sounds good to me,” said Johnny, “I wanna dress like Elvis!” 

After searching the motel’s phone book for a costume store, we head off in the bus to 88 Catcher Street. 

We got there and this motley crew of the moderately and excessively wasted wafted into the quaint boutique 
like pirates on the conquest. The aroma of booze and weed hung over Dee and I in a foreboding aura of 
decadence. Twin fuck ups in an imaginary world. Johnny got his Elvis, Kenny got a gangster costume (“so 
sharp!” he commented)Dee got a devil, and I, in gender bending style, found a sexy French maid costume. 

“What are these for? It’s a while before Halloween,” asked the sales lady, apparently ignoring our 
intoxication. 

“We’re into gay bondage, y’know, role playing shit,” I answered. 

That’s it, the old Mel was back. Just took a little bit of lubrication. I inwardly worried if my relationship to 
drugs and alcohol was such that I could not maintain integrity of character without it. Would I be anti-social 
warrior or pathetic beggar? I wondered if my path of notoriety and success weren’t some involuntary pact 
with the demonic forces to keep me hooked on the vices that kept me from breaking down and crying under 
the oppressive sun. Dee, Dee was still there, coating my fears with the illusion of an inebriated mission. I 
relished my buzz while I gazed at Dee, walking out to the bus, two steps ahead. Suddenly I was overcome 
with curiosity. 

“Ken, when’s that fuckin’ show coming on?” 

“We’re on Focus Tonight tomorrow.” 

“Dude, wire our agent for some more money, A LOT! I’m not selling Johnny anymore clothes. I’m gonna 
get all kinds of fucked up when that thing comes on!” 

“Yes,” Kenny answered curtly, “But we’ll have to skip town to avoid that warrant.” 

“Fuckin’ man. T.V. man. Get the money we’ll get out of here. IT’S GONNA FUCKIN’ HAPPEN, MAN!” 

I looked at Dee, hoping for that spark of vindication found in the now depleted bundle of alcohol and drugs. 
He grinned back in an act of salvation. 


“IT’S GONNA FUCKIN’ HAPPEN” and we were off. 


We crossed into Arizona around twelve the next day. I quickly found a place to buy drugs with the money 
wired from our agent. After live years of touring, I had more drug connections than ass hairs. Kenny and 
Johnny only wanted weed, as Dee did too. So we bought a lot of that. Dee was also interested in trying a 
little cocaine, so I was sure to buy enough for both of us; I made sure Fd take care of him. We stopped for 
my daily bottle of vodka before gravitating to another cheap motel room- with a T V. It was kind of a weird 
day. Couldn’t wait for the broadcast, though. 

We settled in at the room and I immediately began swilling my vodka. Dee and I rolled a giant fatty, about 
the width of a Cuban cigar. This left two little spliffs for Kenny and John to inhale so we rolled those for 
them too. Dee and I toked. The massive smoked fumed into my lungs. I was also veiy drunk. Soon, the 
alcohol and weed coalesced within me, culminating in waves of careening pleasure. Tliis was the highest Fd 
gotten in a long while, and I smoked with rastas sometimes. 

“Dee, how long 4 til the show comes on?” 

44 About another half hour.” 

I stared at the 3 /4 full bottle, stoic in its liberating power. 

“Well you know what we can do to fill the time!” I exclaimed, drawing the bag of cocaine out of my 
pocket. 

We cut up two big fuckin’ lines and did one each. We hi-fived each other. I was loving it. That was it. 
Exploding orbs of radiant ecstasy defined every fiber of my existence. I was truly out of myself. I was 
ascending partially into some soft ember of being. I kept drinking as the transcendent elation caressed me. 

Then, before long, Focus Tonight came on. 

“Tonight we lurk into the violent underbelly of punk rock and it’s messianic leader Mel Licious.” 

“ThaFs me!” 1 slurred with all the stability of a schizophrenic on dilaudid. 


“Mel, singer for the band Tasteless, is known for abusing his audience members.” 

Then it showed me on stage punching some kid in the head as he stage dived. As my fist impacted, his head 
disintegrated into several small cockroaches, each of which crawled out of the T.V. screen and into their 
little holes in the wall, which served as their little cockroach crack houses. They were cockroach crack 
kingpins. Maybe I was a little too fucked up. 

Kenny and Johnny, their heads melting and their eye sockets emitting flames, asked, “Pretty cool, huh?” 
“Yeah I think it’s cool that a cockroach can run its own business” 

But it was no use in saying that; Kenny and Johnny had digressed back a thousand years, into the staring 
abyss of that wall. Then the wall, and the room itself, gyrated into a diffusing mass of brimstone and flames. 
I looked to my side, where Dee might be. I saw a vague shadow penetrating the flames. Even Dee seemed 
out of reach. I lurched forward, screaming, and threw myself against the first solid object that came my way. 

All of a sudden I came to, my face against the T.V. screen, my arms draped around it. Dee, Ken and John 
were back, looking at me worriedly. 

“. . . and there is a w-arrant out for Mel’s arrest in the state of California.” 


Everything seemed normal again, yet kind of disappointing. 


We stood by the edge of the stage, somewhat sober now, waiting to go on. We looked virtually 
unrecognizable in our costumes. Some kid got up on stage and introduced us. We’d paid him to say: 

“Ladies and gentlemen, Tasteless have canceled. In their place will be the Delicate Boys. Tasteless are 
playing tomorrow night at the Covered Wagon in Tulsa, Oklahoma. Enjoy the rest of the show.” 

Actually, we were playing in our home town of Dayton, Ohio tomorrow night, but the authorities didn’t 
need to know that. We walked on stage. I felt so sexy in my skirt and fishnets. I wanted to take a big piss all 
over the crowd, but now wasn’t the time. The kids booed us like crazy. There were a lot of them, and they’d 
been chanting “Tasteless!” for hours. 

I grabbed the mike and said, “We’re the Delicate Boys from Phoenix. Our first selection is ‘Sugar Sugar’” 

The band broke into a sloppy version of the Archies’ song. We totally trashed it. Even Kenny didn’t care. 

I skipped around the stage and squealed, “Sugar sugar/ Aw honey honey,” in an irritatingly effeminate 
voice. 

This was the most fun evading arrest anyone ever had! The kids were booing us irately. We played the song 
for what seemed like hours, letting its repetitive drone seep into the minds of the hostile viewers. I made a 
few odd comments in between lyrics, being careful not to say anything too Mel Licious-like. 

“It’s so much fun playing to you people tonight,” and, “Music is like the first pretty day of spring!” 

The song eventually ran out steam, while the guys stopped playing in a vague way. 

“That’s all we have to offer you lovely people,” and we wandered off the stage. 

A plain clothes officer stopped us on the way. 

“Are you Tasteless? Is one of you Mel Licious?” 

“No, we’re the Delicate Boys and I’m Guy Adorable!” I beamed. 

“My sources tell me they’re playing Dayton, Ohio tomorrow, is that true?” 

“No,” I looked him dead in the eye for emphasis, “They’re playing Tulsa, Oklahoma.” 

“Thanks,” he said, grinning knowingly. 

We passed him scott free. We could barely contain our ecstatic giggling. 

Boarding the bus I announced, “Let’s go to a bar and get fucked up! This calls for a celebration!” 

“Mel, maybe we should take it easy,” responded Kenny, looking concerned. 

“No, man let’s get drunk! That was awesome!” Johnny enthused. 

“Yeah, why break with fuckin’ tradition?” Dee added. 

“Majority rules,” I resounded, grinning condescendingly, “And I’m not changing out of my costume, 
either!” 

“Jesus Christ,” spat Kenny as he plunged into the driver’s seat, fuming with frustration. 


“Here’s one,” droned Ken bitterly as a bar came into view. 

“Guy Adorable and the Delicate Boys!” I shouted upon entering. 

Dee and I ordered rum and cokes. Johnny ordered a Heinekin while Kenny had nothing. Needless to say, I 
stuck out like a sore thumb in my drag amidst all the truck drivers and rednecks. Now rednecks I luckin’ 
love, only they don’t drink enough. Truck drivers seem to lead a very boring life, just drifting along the 
continental highway with some shipment or other. If anyone fought me, I wanted it to be the truck drivers; if 
I punched a redneck it’d be like driving a spear through my own heart. The rum and cokes washed over my 
gray matter in a seething flood of tempestuous pleasure. A guy walked up to me in a John Deer hat. Yes. 

“Boy, girl, whatever you are, you’d best get out of here, or somebody’s gonna hurt ya.” He warned. 

“Is that a promise?” I replied in my best Marilyn Monroe voice while licking my lips. 

Disgusted he stormed away. Soon enough, four burly fellows wearing red flannel approached me. 

“We don’t take kindly to your type around here, faggot!” 

I took a full swig of rum and coke. I was getting excited. 

“If you think I’m gay, just give me ten minutes with your underage daughters you back woods fucks!” 

Just then they beat me to oblivion I mean really kicked my ass. The band didn’t even think of jumping in this 
time. Even Dee sat back in his speculative terror. Soon I was drenched in a sheath of congealing blood. 

“Now get the fuck out of here!” they yelled. 

“Okay, but one more thing. I wanna take an application. I wanna waitress in this place.” I announced. 

“You gotta be fuckin’ kidding!” they gaped. 

I walked to the bartender and picked up an application from his still hand. I marched out while the band 
followed in their resignation. The rednecks just stared at me. In a way. I’d kicked their asses in a way that 
they could never kick mine. 

“So, was that fun, Mel?” asked Kenny as we boarded the bus. 

Johnny grunted in muzzled agreement. 


It was the last day of our tour. What a time we’d had. This had been the best tour of our lives. I stood 
across the street from the venue, swilling vodka in the heat. Fuckin’ summer At least I had my booze The 
last remnants of fluid slid from the empty bottle and down my thirsty throat. I needed more than that if I was 
gonna end the tour properly. I asked a kid who’d been standing by me still as a rock where there was a 
packy. 

“All the way to your left. At the corner. Past the abandoned building.” He added the last sentence 
emphatically. 

“Thanks,” and I walked away. 

I slowed down near the abandoned building, curious as to what was inside. A skinny guy wearing generic 
punk rock ciothes emerged from the place. He didn’t emerge as much as he appeared. 

“Hey Mel, I’m Herb from the band Youth United.” 

That was the local straight edge band that was opening for us later on. 

“This is where I live. Won’t you come inside?” 

“Okay, but make it quick. I’m on the way to get some booze.” 

I followed him in and he stopped at a table with six white lines of powder on it. 

“Wanna do some heroin with me, Mel?” 

“You’re not straight edge,” I laughed in my relief. 

“No,” he mused knowingly. 

I figured what the fuck. I’d never done heroin, before. There wasn’t a lot of it in Ohio and it was rather 
elusive on the road. Why not do the last show really flicked up? There’s nothing like that first experience 
with a drug, a pure, crystalline surge of joy for which the body had built up no resistance. I snorted my three 
lines while Herb did his. As I grinned at him my nerves floated up from my flesh and soared to the highest 
peak of heaven, assuring me that we felt the same. I thanked him and walked slowly out the door, having 
forgotten about the bottle of vodka. 

What can I say? It was tremendous. The joy erupted in me like a gorgeous flower blossoming within the 
awesome realm of my mind. At once, rippling oceans of pleasure radiated from every pore of my ecstatic 
body. Walking down the street, sights of the pavement just drifted by in their meaningless gray dolor. All 
was pleasure, floating throughout like a vast, illuminated stream of positive energy. I arrived near the venue 
again, with some punk kids standing nearby. They were near, yet a million miles away from the utterly 
transcendent euphoria that I was bathing in. 1 stood there for what seemed like an eternity, an eternity of 
heaven. 

“Mel, it’s time to go on,” I heard intermingling through the warm afternoon air. 

After a second of wonder I realized it was addressed to me. I followed Kenny sheepishly into the back 
entrance of the club. With the musicians secure in their positions, I walked softly onto the stage. I looked at 
the kids in the audience. I had abused them and insulted them before, but never really looked at them. My 
God , they were gorgeous. Their faces radiated with iridescent pallor. Their multi-colored hair-dos melded 
together beautifully in an all encompassing unity. How nocturnal they seemed, like so many earth bound 
ingenues aching to drift into that angelic night. Heroin sucks one down, into those inner reservoirs of bliss, 
eneveloping nothing in its infinite crevice. I was ready for anything. 


“One, two, three, four,” I barely whispered as the music drifted out of some calm abyss. 

It sounded wonderful. Invisible arrows of sonic bliss dissolving gently into the soul of each spectator. The 
walls were drenched in the sweet secretions of aural heaven. I gazed adoringly at Dee, his arms pumping 
furiously to the beat of some cosmic rhythm. My love for him perspired inside my flesh in shimmering love 
droplets. What a rare character he was. I motioned the band to stop and invited Dee to the front of stage 
with me. The music ceased and there was Dee, standing before me in the clear silence. 

“What the fuck, Mel?” he asked. 

I’ll show him what the fuck. I knelt before him, unzipped his pants and started sucking his dick. The pride 
swelled within me as I delivered Dee to unforeseen realms of erotic pleasure. His hardness grew inside my 
mouth. I savored it, waiting impetuously for that moment of absolute climax. He finally came inside my 
mouth. Without a stitch of inhibition stultifying my ecstatic flesh, I took the mouthful of semen and spat it 
right out into some chick’s face in the front row. I could sense cries of, “urgh! Oh, how disgusting!” 
penetrating my opiated stupor. 

“We’ve got him now,” entered my ears as two men in overcoats hand cuffed me and took me off the stage. 
I went gently into that good night. 


I woke up rather disoriented and uncomfortable. There wasn’t a drop of assuring dopamine floating within 
the nether regions of my brain, just the senses throbbing in their moan of agony. Where was I? Iron bars. Oh 
yeah- heroin, blowjob, arrest, jail. I never needed drugs or alcohol worse than I did right now. And here I 
was without any. They had finally caught up to me; the world sized playground was now reduced to a small 
cell. 

“Know... when. ..we’re getting out of here?” I nervously asked my cell mate, who was a rotund fellow in 
red flannel and a pepper colored beard. 

“I dunno. Maybe never,” his voice calmly shut like the doors to all the insane asylums and jails in the world. 

“I need some fuckin’ DRUGS!” I screamed, gripping the cell bars for dear, waning life. 

Then there was a silence reigning throughout like a vast, uncaring field of withered grass. All there was was 
the police radio ringing inside the hollow police station. It was broadcasting my thoughts, detailing my 
fantasies of giving it to Dee up the ass. 

“Stop it! I don’t want anyone to know that!” I yelled to the cops outside, who were laughing at my 
thoughts. 

I plunged down on my bunk and begged to my cell mate, “Make them stop! Make them stop!” 

My cell mate suddenly looked exactly like my uncle who was also chubby with a beard. 

’’Now speaking of anal sex, your uncle did something very horrible to you when you were four,” uttered my 
uncle cell mate, “You’ve repressed this memory up until now.” 

“STOP!” I screamed, “I don’t want to know this!” 

With that, a thousand voices infiltrated my head. One for every dollop of pain that was searing through my 
withered frame. I couldn’t take it anymore. I beat my head against the wall until I was bloody and passed 
out. 

A flash of light. Then I was in an interview room with two police officers. I was babbling incoherently. 

“Now what you heard on your CB radio ain’t true. I’m a red blooded heterosexual, let me tell you. I should 
let you know that my cell mate is a child molester. You should book him right away.” 

A flash of light. Then I was on some shrink’s couch wearing a straight jacket. 

“Where am I?” I asked. 

“You’re at the therapy office of Hensley Mental Hospital. I’m Dr. Anderson, your therapist. To conduce 
our session. I’d like you to take these adavin.” 

They were two white pills, very small. I took them and felt a rush of relaxation wash over me. 

“Ask away,” I said. 

“Now onstage you committed some very anti-social acts, including performing felatio on your drummer. 
Tell me why do these things.” 

Under the influence of adavin, my words came freely. At first I started talking about my career, then my 
expressions drew into the area of Dee. My feelings for him floated out of my throat in a diamond like 


symmetry of articulated thought. I verbally revisited every meaningful encounter I’d had with the lad from 
1 976 to the present. I could feel the psychiatric drug flourish within me, coalescing with my words to form a 
warm sensation settling sweetly in the pit of my stomache. Just then the comfort was shattered. 

“Mel, I believe you may be bisexual,” he said, shattering my world. 

“What the fuck are you talking about?” 

“You seem to have masculine thought patterns, but your feelings for this Dee fellow border on the 
homoerotic.” 

“I ain’t no fuckin’ queer!” I yelled, jumping out of the couch and grabbing the doctor violently by the collar 
of his white coat, “I’m gonna fucking kill you! You’re the queer!” 

“Nurses!” he cried out as I attacked. 

Just then some staff came in and intrusively stuck a needle in my arm. They told me it was Thorazine. 

We fuckin nabbed you when we gave you that heroin.” I could hear the doctor muttering under his breath. 
“What?” I yelled. 

“Nothing. Sessions over.” 

I submitted to the bland numbness of the Thorazine. I submitted to a lot more than that. I had to make a 
deal with law enforcement not to join Tasteless upon my eventual discharge. The staff of the hospital 
convincingly blamed recurring intoxication for my psychotic episodes, so I grudgingly agreed to stop getting 
wasted. Still have the occasional Miller Lite though. I had to stay at that fuckin’ looney bin for two months. 
When I left, I was to live as a sober grocery clerk without a band. This was gonna suck. 


JOHNNY MORON 


What can I say about my time in Tasteless? It was ugly, it was horrifying it was a blast. Maybe we should 
have tried to control Mel more. If he hadn’t gone so far over the edge like that, we might still be together 
today. Tasteless was like a shooting star, burning out to quickly to serve its purpose, yet real fun to look at. 

Mel kinda had a position of authority over us. When we first started the band in 76, he was this 21 year old 
guy (we were all like 15) who could buy us beer and had all these stories of sleazy women in the back seat of 
his Pinto, while none of us had ever gone beyond second base. This was an indelible image. We followed 
him around, especially as, when lie got more violent onstage, it was becoming obvious that he was the focal 
point of the band. We could also get pretty uncomfortable around him too. He just refused to conform to 
anything. 

Let’s face it, the reason you join a band, at least as far as I’m concerned, is to wear real cool clothes and get 
pretty girls. The problem with Mel is that, all the girls he didn’t fuck for himself he scared away! It’s so hard 
to come on to a chick properly when he’s right there blabbing something about her tits. I got some action, 
enough to justify being in a band. 

Okay, so it wasn’t all about the chicks. It was about punk rock. I believe that, in our time. Tasteless were 
the purest embodiment of punk rock around. That’s something I’ve always been very proud of. Punk rock is 
very important to me, at least as important as my girlfriend and my vintage clothing store. 

Yes, I run a vintage clothing store now. Kenny and I always shared a passion for fifties culture. He wanted 
to be Gene Vincent, I wanted to be Ricky Nelson. It’s the coolest thing. I just search ebay for these 
awesome single lapel jackets and pegged trousers. What I don’t sell after a while I can keep for myself! It’s 
the shit. I’m engaged to my girlfriend. Met her at a James Dean movie festival. I love her so much. I want to 
spend the rest of my life with her. 

About what Mel did with Dee at the last show. Um, I basically think Mel is a straight guy (that was 
obvious) but he really dug Dee. I’m uncomfortable talking about this so I’ll leave it at that. 

So here it is, ten years later, and you can still see Tasteless T-shirts around. The kids haven’t forgotten. The 
kids always loved Mel, and he always hated them. Maybe there’s something to that 


KENNY PLAY 


Yes, I’m a professional guitarist who spent nine years in a punk band. This was not a compromise, far from 
it. After all, I like punk rock almost as much as I love rockabilly. I mean, what WAS Johnny Ramone but the 
Chuck Berry of the 70’s? It was a revolution, a return to catchy rock ‘n’ roll. We rode that wave until our 
good band imploded due to the uncompromising attitude of our lead singer. 

Okay, so I got angry with Dee late in our career. Can you blame me? It seemed my dream of playing music 
was being ruined by this guy and his antics. It didn’t mean anything though, my anger. It was like Robby 
Krieger being angry with Jim Morrison. It’s the innate unpleasantness of your singer being one of the great 
ones, given to excess in order to punctuate the intensity of his work. He really was great, his lyrics were the 
modern equivalent of Little Richard’s; we covered “Rip It Up for a reason you know. 

On him blowing Dee on stage, I mean what the fiick? He’d done everything else on stage- only a matter of 
time before he’d give someone oral sex. I always figured he’d give it to a woman. Maybe he had some weird 
attachment to Dee, there’s a lot of swishiness in this business, although Mel was always the antithesis of 
swishy. Go figure. 

I’m in a roots rockabilly band now. “Roots” meaning we give a strong nod to the R’n’B roots that gave 
way to rockabilly. This is exactly the kind of thing I’ve always wanted to do. You can learn so much just 
studying Gene Vincent. It’s not the cash cow that Tasteless were, but it pays the bills. 

I heard Mel isn’t even doing music anymore. He’s working a corporate job with a wife and kids. God that 
must suck. 

I’m tickled pink about my time in Tasteless. Although I’m the type to focus on music, it was about more 
than that. It was about intensity. Mel was more focused on that than I was, by far, but it was an interesting 
ride. Those records still hold up. 


DEE CAPITATION 


I was pretty miserable during my time in Tasteless. It had nothing to do with the band. It was just that I had 
anger and self esteem issues due to a rough childhood. I enjoyed the band for the wrong reasons. I just 
wanted to play as violently as possible to drive Mel into hurting people. I was getting revenge on the world 
vicariously through him. I was somewhat introverted. I had very hard time meeting women, even in a 
popular band. 1 would just stare ahead maniacally and think about how much I hated women and how much 
I wanted to hurt people. I only got laid once during my entire time in Tasteless, and that was one Mel’s 
rather slutty sloppy seconds, shortly after he’d done her. That’s a fucking depressing fact 

I think my time in Tasteless did a lot for self esteem, being popular and on television and all, and was always 
a great release of anger. The best moment was the filmed show where I got to punch a kid myself, who 
wandered too near to the drum kit. How great it felt, that’s what punk rock was to me: anything involving 
violence. I grew weary of this anti social attitude towards the end, thought of leaving and wanted to go away 
and work at a gas station or something. Then it did end. When I got a blow job on stage from our male lead 
singer. 

As funny as it is to say this, I think Mel expressing his feelings for me did wonders for my self esteem and 
prepared me well for post-Tasteless life. 1 mean just the manifestation that someone could find me attractive 
enough to want to do that in public well, it gave me another set of eyes to see the world. I don’t think 1 
could have met my current fiancee without that event. Since I felt better about myself, I opened up to her 
and made good on our mutual attraction. Now it’s a mutual obsession. I love it. We’re both unhealthy 
codependents but we make it work. Totally mad about each other. 

I play for an alternative band now, it’s not as violent as Tasteless, but we get to do some pretty progressive 
shit. 

It was always my dream to be in a big band and not be such a loser with the ladies. One came before the 
other. I guess once you get past all the chaos and violence that’s what punk rock is really all about: turning 
your dreams into reality. 


MEL LICIOUS 


I met a pretty girl while at that cashier job. We fucked, then she wanted to stick around and talk. Most of 
the girls I shagged in Tasteless wouldn’t want to talk to me more than they would want to shave my anus, so 
I was pretty flattered. She had a lot of interesting things to say, too. I flicked her more than once, needless 
to say. Then I knocked her up. 

A cashier’s job doesn’t pay for a kid, so things got even more lame as I took a job at her father’s 
corporation and had to marry the bitch. All the time 1 wanted to run away w ith a bottle and a joint and listen 
to Alice Cooper records. But at the same time I didn’t want to see anymore cockroach crack houses or hear 
anymore voices in my head, so I figured I’d best take it easy. Just a secret Miller Lite six pack and Mott the 
Hoople singles for me. I missed my punk rock days terribly. 

On Nov. 21, 1987, my son was born. Its easier to do that corporate thing knowing I got a god like tike like 
him to support. I love my son, but my wife just became a cunt, what with her shopping sprees and her law 
career. Jason is the only reason I don’t wish I’d died in 1985. 

It just sucks so bad, waking up early and taking shit all day from my corporate masters. No strong booze, 
no adventures, and sometimes I get reeeeeaaaallll nervous around people. 

So I was at the Icecapades with my wife and kid. Is my tie on straight? Am I too fat? Was I going to 
embarrass myself? Oh, God, get me out of this crowded situation and home to some Nick At Nite and a 
sixer of Miller Lite. Mmmmm, Miller Lite. 

I drove them home along the dark city as the self abating chatter echoed through my nervous mind. Just 
before boarding the highway, we caught sight of some spikey haired, black clad youths goofing off and 
drinking beer. 

“What the hell are those?” asked my sheltered, closed minded wife. 

“Those are punk rockers,” ! answered. 

In my nervous and ashamed mood, l could not imagine having hair a foot high or an anarchy logo on the 
back of my jacket. But there was once a time when I thought myself above them and urinated on them from 
great heights. It’s strange to idolize a former version of yourself, but images of a guy named Mel Licious, 
wasted and bleeding at CBGB’s, aroused a luminous glow of admiration from within my mind. So many 
stories, so many adventures, must they be constantly eclipsed by the terminal mind fuck of conventional 
living? 


Hell no. I made a living by embodying the most non commercial attributes of a person. I made a living by 
punching, pissing and being extremely uncouth. I made a living by giving those kids the performance of their 
lives. And every time an old Tasteless record rang true from the revolving turntable, the ghost of such a free 
spirit would once again haunt the mortal realm. God bless the punks, and God bless Mel Licious. 
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